sudden and violent death did not seem impossible. The old woman had
done it, said the men, but they could not tell Frossia why she had done
it, nor could they make it clear what they wanted of her, and she kept
refusing to sign a paper. She had scanned those roughly scribbled lines:
they were not an enumeration of facts, they were an involved statement
which, if signed, would forge a link between her and a world she had
no share in. Frossia kept repeating her refusal, when the door opened
again, a small swarthy man walked in, and the men stood to attention.

'Have you got a warrant?' he asked one of the men.

'We were sent here, Comrade Glebov,' he reeled off a few names,
but the newcomer shrugged them away.

'Have you got a warrant?'

'No/

'Then you will go,* and he turned to Frossia, 'I must apologize,
grajdanka, these things will happen, and you had no right to give
shelter to someone without papers. Now he is dead, and there will be

no end of inquiries------' he waited for the men to file out of the room,

and said awkwardly: 'and I must see your labour book/

She handed it to him. He whisked over the pages, handed it back,
and said almost sharply:

'You were born in the province of Kiev. Would you like to have a
permit to go there?'

'No/

'It might be better for you to be where people know you so well.
And there is more food in the country, grajdankaJ

'I don't in the least mind going hungry sometimes/

'I have come from Gorochovoya Street/ Now Frossia knew that
Cherny had sent him. 'You are not wanted in Petrograd. Your name
has a bad odour. You are a typist. But you would not have been a
typist except by sheer compulsion. There is no dearth of typists here.
And what else can you do? Paint a picture, embroider, strum a piano?
You have no college degree. We don't want useless people in this city/

'Of course not. Have you ever heard of people who try to walk?
Not infants but grown people? Those who have to learn all over again.
They don't start running about all at once. They crawl, they grope, they
stumble . . . That is what has happened to so many people in the
country. Give them time. Don't talk of uselessness,' and Frossia
hurried on, 'I am not important enough to be talked about. I have not
even begun crawling yet. I might never get a chance to start. Do I
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